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Maria lay back
on her yellow tartan picnic blanket laid across the crisp neatly
cut grass. The park was bright and ambient this summer afternoon.
It was midweek therefore no children – all in school. Only adults
quietly strolling during lunch or relaxing after shopping. The sun
was high overhead and the sky was blue. The trees lining the edge
of the park obscured the quiet road along which many cars were
parked by the sidewalk. The green was a wide open space with a
small fountain, a tarmac circuit for joggers and walkers with
intermittent benches for rest under the shade of trees. The
children's playpark was empty except occasional young women taking
a quick ride on the swing before sauntering off elsewhere.



Maria pulled at her blue tanktop, she was sweating in the heat, and
adjusted her blue sarong tied above her left leg, exposing her
quadriceps and thigh. She removed her white sandals to enjoy the
grass then lay back again. She looked over her 34C breasts heaving
gently with her breathing and saw him. Strolling along the tarmac
in her general direction was the most perfect looking god she ever
set eyes upon. Maria never usually went for the corporate type but
he was irresistibly perfectly handsome. His aquiline nose
and perfect facial symmetry were beset with hawk eyes redolent with
power. His gaze took in everything, that wide and healthy mouth,
his square jawline above broad shoulders on his six foot frame –
every muscle toned and lean – then he looked at her looking at him.
His wavy mouse brown hair was waxed back and his forehead glistened
in the heat, his hawk eyebrows locked straight onto her gaze. Maria
felt her heart skip a beat and her face break an involuntary smile.
Surely a corporate god wouldn't be interested in a hippy girl like
her?



Am I hoping he would?



Impossible. Not my type. I'm definitely not his. Nothing in common.
Wouldn't be fun.



Would it?



Maria played with her bead and seashell necklaces. She bit her full
lower lip and smiled again. Her long straight mouse brown hair
flowed in the breeze. Upon standing her hair reached to just above
her bum. She considered their physical similarities. She had an
aquiline nose and gaze – although her gaze was more naughty than
powerful. He grinned at her. A wave of silly shame bloomed in her
abdomen. She just realised she gave her naughty gaze right now
without thinking about it.



Was she thinking about it?



Yes.



Her breasts heaved a little as he crossed the grass – walking
straight toward her. His crisp designer shirt was rolled up at the
sleeves. His white and yellow gold Rolex scintillated in the sun.
The clasp of his belt buckle shimmered and his loose black slacks
eased against his firm legs as he walked. His black loafers must
have cost a month of her income.



A long weekend with him could be interesting before he loses
interest in me. Even just this afternoon.



Something about his perfection and power was too hard to resist.
Maria smiled and looked up to him as he stood above, smiling down,
gazing over her tank top. She didn't try to hide her bosom.



"May I sit beside you?" He asked, his soft voice had a metallic
tone – soothing yet unnerving. An authority and warmth that were
both irresistible.



"Yes of course!" Maria chirped. She was always easygoing and what
harm was there in spending the afternoon with this corporate god?
She couldn't help but flip her head and run her hand through her
long dark hair. The god smiled then looked down over her body and
fixed his gaze upon her bare left leg. Maria felt a little naughty
yet embarrassed. He smirked then looked back to her inner left
thigh.



He's not shy is he?



"You're wearing purple panties under your blue outfit." The god
noted with a smile.



Maria blushed, she didn't realise she was showing so much – yet she
was glad she did. The god sat on the blanket beside her, the scent
of his body beneath the expensive cologne was alluring. His wide
chest pushed through the crisp fabric of his white shirt and Maria
couldn't resist but look at it.



"Mind if I gaze at your chest?" The god smirked.



Maria giggled, she felt her cheeks blush. What an afternoon
already.



"Sure." She mused. She imagined him looking at her naked then
ravaging her in bed. Tingles welled deep inside; her nipples began
to rise beneath her tank top at the touch of his hawk gaze. She had
no bra on. Her breasts were full and buxom and had their own
firmness. Her big round pink areolae with little nub nipples added
to her buxom appearance when bare breasted. Suddenly she felt keen
to let him see her. She looked straight into his eyes and felt the
iniquity in her own gaze. He gazed back, deep into the lust of her
soul, then smiled.



"What's your name?" He asked coolly, with that resonant yet
metallic voice.



"Maria."



"Maria, I want to see you naked. I can see the beautiful shape of
your body through your tank top and sarong. I even saw the shape of
your vulva against your tight panties. I want to take everything
off and have a good look at you."



Maria felt her blushes strengthen as she listened. Her vulva? She
didn't realise that. But knowing that he already saw a hint of her
private parts somehow made her tinglier and the wetness was welling
already. She couldn't help but dart her own gaze up and down his
hard body, her eyes tripping over that big protruding crotch. God
that cock must be at least eight inches, maybe more – and the man
is fit. And confident.



"Sure." Maria blushed, she couldn't help but smile lamely and bite
her lip. But she wanted him to have her. That much was decided
within the first ten seconds – lust at first sight.



The god grinned and immediately began undoing the knot of her
sarong. Maria gasped but within three seconds it was open and he
was flipping her sarong wide apart. She squealed and half giggling
grabbed the fabric and tugged it over her purple panties. People
were walking by but didn't quite notice. She hoped.



The god smirked and looked her straight in the eye, then tugged the
fabric back. His hands were too strong to resist and she giggled
desperately trying to cover herself, drawing her knees up as she
looked around hoping nobody noticed.



"It's better this way, trust me – and the weather is too beautiful
for you to hide your beautiful body." He smirked.



"Good point." Maria thought. The idea of going naked in the park
always endeared her – and she did sunbathe on nudist beaches
before. But going naked in a non nudist public park – that was
different – somehow much more embarrassing, yet more thrilling when
she considered it. If she just let him strip her naked – it's not
really her fault if the police come. And she'll be safe with him.
She knew that. Somehow he was trustworthy – he was hardly trying
his luck with her in some dark secluded place. He clearly didn't
need to do that.



"Ok..." She smiled again. She was getting tinglier inside, her
clitoris was beginning to fume. Her breathing got shallow and
quickened at the thought of it – it was thrilling yet
terrifying.



"Just lay back and let me undress you. Be a good girl now." He
smiled warmly, his voice was soothing yet naughty. His big hand
gently pushed against her chest, easing her back onto the blanket.
He straightened her arms and legs with his firm yet gentle hands
then parted the sarong fully before tugging it.



"Raise your bum please." He teased. Maria bit her lip and obeyed.
He pulled the sarong away completely and put it in her carrier bag.
She felt surprisingly naked in just her purple panties and tank
top. She had to look to the sky and chew her lip, grinning in
girlish shame. The warm rays of the sun and the cool breeze
caressed her sensitised bare legs. The god smiled, looking up and
down from ankle to crotch.



"You have such long slender legs, very lean, very sexy Maria." The
god grinned. Before she could say anything be began tickling
lightly over the tops of her feet, causing her to squeal and
wriggle. His fingertips meandered up over her shins, slowly toward
her knees, lingering then creeping up her quadriceps.



"Shh..." The god soothed "Stay still now or you'll cause a
commotion. You don't want attention do you?" His grin was
incalculably wicked as Maria lay squirming, her hands pushing
hopelessly against his strong wrists, trying to stifle her squeals
and giggles. The tingles and wetness welled inside her. She felt so
sensitive being undressed and teased like this by a hot stranger.
His super-light tickles had a meandering finesse that served only
to titillate and tease.



His hand now meandered between her inner thighs. Maria squealed and
squirmed, giggling and gagging for breath. The tingles became so
incredibly deep and sensual when he tickled so close to her vulva.
When his fingertips lightly brushed and tickled her through her
panties, over her slit and mons veneris, Maria squirmed yet relaxed
– her breathing deepened and all she could do was hope nobody was
watching. His three fingertips lightly tickletickled over her mound
and down over her slit, hovering over her clitoral hood, before
both hands lightly glided outward over her pelvic bones and settled
at the waistband over her hips.



When she felt the gentle tug of her panties she came to and gave a
quiet giggle and squeal, her eyes darting around the park again,
pulling back at the waistband hopelessly as his strong hands eased
them down over her thighs. She felt her mons veneris become exposed
to the sunshine and breeze, to the gaze of the god and public
scrutiny. She felt her slit being bared as the panties slid slowly
like a curtain dropping. All she could do was whimper in excitement
and shame. The tingles were already constant and glowing deep
inside, her clitoris cried for rubs and massages. When the panties
slipped over her knees and down her shins it tickled slightly and
the shock of their impending removal evoked a bolt of thrilled
shame that caused her to sit up and tug them back – giggling and
pleading. But the god just grinned, kissed her passionately on her
full mouth, then eased her back – gazing straight into her eyes,
tugged them straight off over her feet.



Maria gave a short gasp of disbelief – she was literally bottomless
at the park. She kept her knees together but was painfully aware of
her bare thighs. If anyone saw they'd know she had nothing on. She
looked down to check if her pubic hair was showing – desperate to
somehow maintain an illusion of not being bottomless.



"You should have considered a bikini line wax." The god smirked.
Maria blushed. Her dark brown pubic hair had not been waxed for at
least 8 weeks, and was downy and light over her entire vulva.



"Is it better smooth?" Maria asked. Hoping he wasn't disappointed.
She had to hesitate at her own thought – smiling again – realising
she was keen that he liked everything.



"I like it every way," the god smirked "it can be sexy, it shows
you're a naughty young woman, ready for anything – and you can't
hide that."



The way he said it. So evil.



"Oh please let me have my panties back," Maria whimpered "we can go
back to my place, it's not far from here."



"We'll go back to your place later, after I've seen you naked, and
finished teasing you here." The gods face was still, only a slight
grin expressing pure sexual menace – the man loved to tease and
couldn't be rushed
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